Grandimother’'s Garden. -

By Joe. Bentown.

D you know it (what visions its memory unlocks!),
With its beds of bright pansies and quaiat four-o’-clocks?
e

~todt | oms we dotc en to-day
motineds garden ooy,

There were wonders within it, cecrce known now, galore.

ks bright motpins-ziesizs crent up to tae door;

LS

Prim balsams, 8o

o

And many-hued pogpzics, a sight to bekold

fodisinlie fegesive

, arigold,

Its beds and its walks geometric were laid;
Thebox o 85 Berdsiscasonad ot forparads;
sscz, o buached as deemed
bert,
Were gorgeous and stately, and royally
dreszed.

Geraniums, latkspur, and peonies HJ,L

Tke last €zring sometimes the snow and the
cold,—

Cantzrbury-bells white, and likewise the blue,

Were Javorite flowsss that our grandmothers
kncw.

Swest-brier, honeysuckle, and tuberoses rare

Were lovingly nusfisad, cad tended with care;

Cloze-pink, lady-siipper, spiced fennel and
dill,

And caraway, too. [ remember them still.
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L& Yi-gate the further end of the Den wh
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Buttercups, clematis, nasturtium, sweet pca

{The last has survivetdl for the youngsters to
gt ),

And balm, for winged callers that sought it in
flacks;

Sweet-wiliizm and lychnis, and pink
wkite phlox.

Velvet dahlias and asters and cockscomb
heside,

are gooct,

Syringas
And the

And mzzscs of hollybocks flaming in pride;
Eved snoxualls and cunflowers, if not of

Rose holdly to show that they, too, had a place.

and hyacinths these caught the dew

co—and the “marvel (5o called)

of Peru”; '

What an army! Too many to singly recall.

But our grandmother’s garden could wel-
come them all.

The lilac of springtime is ever in mind;

Its fame is as broad as the ran~e of mankind ;

Long linked with the thoughts of our ear-
liest years,

Its faint, luscious odor brings rapture and
tears.

You may boast of the Latin-named flowers
of to-day,

Ang the 122f-beds that make such a dashing }

display ;

But [ mourn for time's havoe, and long to /

restore
The garden that bloomed by our grand-
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mother's door.
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THE JAPANESE DOLL
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By Vircixnia Woopwarp Croun.

SAW it. Tt was oniy a Japanese doil and Uncle
Pat did the talking”

“Only a doll!” exclaimed Uncle Pat, in such a
terrible voice 1hat Manny peeped through her
fingers and Rolly langhed. “Only a doll!” roared
Uncle Pat, sitting on the edge of his chair, with

his paper in one hand. He was so funny, rumpling his
hair up like a bugaboo man, that 1 whispered to Manny:
“It's the ogre! It's the fireplace ogre!” and we
crawled behind Uncle Pat’s big chair and hid, because
that's a game we play while he reads, when Greta sends
us up there before bedtime. You see father and mother
are very far away on a sea-vovage for father's health,
and we miss thiem most when it begins to grow dark.
Besides, there are such ducky places to hide in Uncle

Pat's Den.
-

“What do you ‘mean, Rollington,” said Uncle Pat,
“by coming up here with your grown-up airs, to spoil
sport for us?'—for Rolly ‘is ten going on eleven, and
when Uncle Pat makes rabbits of his pocket-handker-
chief., or Iets a quarter ecome into your hand that
wisn’t there before, Rolly just says:,

“I can do that. It's dead easy!” :
~ Now Rolly winked at Uncle Paf—I saw him, but
Uncle Pat rumpled hig hair and wagged his beard in a
perfectly terrible way and pulled a gcrcc ‘voice out of
his boots and growled : :
+"Do you defy ns, sir? Have you forgotten this is
Christmas Eve? Is your education so limited that you
don’t know we ean ring up a Japanese fairy when we
please?” Rolly grinned and drummed on the table,
bt Uncle Pat pretended to-be furious. Manny and [
always play Lis games are true, because théey are “fun-
nier that way.
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"I men of your age, Rollington, have so little re-
spect for a young Img fairy when you find one kow-
towing on my  hearth-rug, you'd better not call. until
she leaves, for the Japanesé are a very polite people!
Do you suppose Santa Claus cannot stop by Japan and

ing her along when two young ladies of my acquain-
tance request a Japanese fairy. for variety this vear?
My dears,"—Uncle Pat dodged his head around the
‘ghair, while Manny and I crawled out,—*I think Rol-
lington. had better leave us. His is evidently not the

to-date Christmas spirit. Rolly, su éyon in-ves-

! . ig we confer to-
gether”  Reolly didn't mind, He just stood on his
‘hands and went_down the room that way, and Manny
‘screamed laughisig, until she rolled pver, a little ball, at
LJJ:cle Pat's fect, and Yoy there staring thr et
curls, the way s'¢ docs witeg_she's asleep, =1
_was quict. Uncle §7at took his ‘paper up agaim.

& T
+ "Now we will proceed o Dbusinegs” - B

“People  who do net lieve . everything. h-mh
abouts ~Chiristmas .m: not _admitted - excepl card.
Ma¥iam, I think | snegested that Santa

aus is

Tetorat~ The
“return 2
~

more pressed with work each year becanse there are
more children every scason, and we decided that it
would be polite to communicate with him through his
typewriter or, advance agent. We had chosen a repre-
sentative from Japan, when Rollington broke in u
us_with his barbarous ideas. We will commence again.”
Then Uncle Pat made a horn of his paper and put
it to the fireplace—he keeps a fireplace always, because
he says he could not exlfg't Santa Claus at his age to
squeeze down a register, and he called up through it:
“Hello!”

“Hello!" said a little voice that sounded far away,

;hn}:gh Rolly says it's just Uncle Pat's voice made
ittle.

¥ .‘_’/ A
“Is this Santaville, Klausland?* said Uncle Pat.
“Yes," said the voice. -

ta\?{" Iipdii! w{tﬁ his Extcmnq‘s private sccre-
“He's at the "#Am Mr. Treyor,” said the woice;
“we_ applied awhile ago, hut onr representative from
}apml:hmmﬂ very -much  chagrinéd.” . :
© T s '_t'bﬁw"' ¥gize to the ehdrming voung lads i
Uncle -Pat: "'n;y-I ;?u:ntshc favor of h::
‘aerruption was cansed by the entrance

!

of a stranger who does not helong to the Klan of
Klaus,"—he“says that’s what being a Santa Claus girl
means.

“She will return for a few moments. but time is
precious to-night.  Good-by,™ szaid the voice.

“Thank vou, gnod-by!” said Uncle Pat.
going to read until she arrives.”

“Will her wear her bu' dess?” asked Manny, with
her finger in her mouth and her eves very sléepy.

&

“The blue kimono—of course.” said Uncle Pat: “from
the glimpse we had, I fancy it is something like my
dressing-gown.” Uncle Pat's dressing-gown was a
gorgeous onc of wadded silk with peafowl feathers

“Now, I'm

"YAEE, AUGUSTNESS,"”

THE DEAR LITTLE VOICE

_ . SAID, “'OKi-SAN IS MY  MOS'
© MISERABLE xaME."

over it. Ha behind his paper o read. and Manny
and 1 watdmfm pasteboard boxk at hisfeet. OF course,
we knew that Uncle Pat wonld have to take the zover
oft and lift ont what was m it—but never mind, 3
like it better Uncle Pat's way—the story wag.  Pree-
ently, lie locked over his paper and said; ?

“Tisdy v

~ There ciune a fittle scratehing and ﬁghiﬁ:z. and
Unele Pat shipped the top of thc Lox off with #is

slipper toe, and there she was, in the blue kimono.
Uncle Pat was behind his paper, and Manny crept
to his kneg and stared down at the darling little creature
on the rug—a little Japanese girl only a foot high, and
such a beauty!
o~

“I am honored hy the presence of the princess—what
name, ) fower of the almond bough?” said Uncle Pat;
and the dearest little voice said, “Yaes, Augustness!
Oki-San is my mos’ miscrable name.”

“Watch how she bows! Rests her head upon the
lap of carth!” said Uncle.

“May T ask if you are an advance agent to his Ex-
cellency, Santa Claus?” -

“Yaes, mos” honorable sir,” murmured the tiny sweet
voice, which Rolly said came from behind Uncle Pat’s
P?Per-—but Manny and I like it better the other way—
‘T'm mos’ miserable re-pre-sen-ta-tive of His Mightdi-
ness, Sanda Claus, who dis-patch me because he 1s bes”
please to re-ceive the re-ques’ of two beautiful ladies
whose hair is lig the sun on rice fields and whose lips
are nize pink lig as cherry-boughs!”

“Is dat dolly for me?" asked Manny.

“Hush, dear, do not interrupt Oki-San,” said Uncle
Pat, and even Rolly came back to hear the conversa-
tion, and to <ee the tiny, lovely thing in a blue kimono
standing at Uncle Pat's feet. The Litle voice went on:

&

“His Fgcellency waits the re-ques’ of the mos’ hon-
orable liddle lady.”

“The Honorable Marian will commgnce. Baby, Santa
Claus wishes to know what you want for a Christmas
gift,” said Un¢le Par .

“Dat ‘ittle bu’ dofly,” said Manny.

~The Honorable Marian will ‘request of His Ex-
cellency a doll as much like yourself, Oki-San, as is
consistent with court etiquette.  Watch: her. kowtow -at
that!” said Uncle Pat, and the little blue creature negrly
upset on the toe of his slipper. :

“The Honorzble Elizabeth will now make her wants
known."” : -

& Yy

“I'm Elizabeth. T want a_gew paint-box—a

"8

one,” I said, * Then I'smkp[}‘cd because it sud po

seemed as if Christmas gifts were not any good at
alt if mother wasn't there, too, and I wanted so dread-
fuily to sec her that nothing else mattered. But T was
afraid Manny would cry 1f I said so aloud. So I
jumped up and whispered in Uncle Pat's car:

“Oh, tell Santa Claus I want mother, please—tell
him please “to send mother home! I don't want any-
thing else.”

He held me tight for a minute, and T hid my face
on his shoulder and tried. hard not to cry. Then he
said very loud: . Y ' .

» *Oki-Ban, the Honorable Elizabeth wishes a new

raint-box, and conditions at present prevent the men-

tion of her other requests, But I can om'rtmn:!lult
them through the wireless ‘phone to Klausland” < -

*“Thangs, mos' honcrable sir,” caid the tmyvmce‘

- “will the mos’ eplendid Lord Roffington mage’ re-ques

‘001!

__“The most splendid Rollington is of‘very %“d

age.” said Uncle Pat: “he has a' leaning towards goli
sticks, boaks and mntor cars at present; but we can ins
dulge you once, Oki-San. Rollingtoh, ‘do you hear?

The Princess Oki-San wishes to .
; Aovd & e
desire for a Christmas gift.

&

But Rolly, who was drumming=nn the table, slammed
a book down and said:

“There's only one thing I want—that's father and
maother. If thev can't be here it's just a beastly bluff”

“Rally!” 1 =said. Bur Manny's eves were closed and
Greta’s voice said at the door: “lt iss time, Meester
Trevor, for the children to come to their beds.”

“Hold om a minute, Greta! We've got an up-to-date
Japanese fairy here taking orders for Christmas, and
I'm afraid vou'll upset her equilibrium!™ said Uncle
Pat, staring down at Oki-San anxiously.

“Gomen Na<ai!™ whispered the little voice, and the
cover slipped on the box. Oki-San was gone! 3

“That means ‘I beg your pardon.! You scared her
off, Greta,” said Unele Pat. But Greta only langhed,
and carricd Manny away. Then [ climbed on the arm
of I‘:is chair, and Rolly flung himself on the other and
s1id:

“You're a jolly old bluffer, aren't you?”

But all night T seemed to he dreaming of Oki-
San in a hlue kimono, and in the morning thers was
a little Japanese doll on Manny's pillow, exactly like
Oki-San.  Rolly says it's the same one—but [ Jike
Uncle- Pat's way best. My paint-box was there, ton,
but it didn't seem at all like Christmas without mother
to run t9, and the snow was falling so quietly that [
drew the covers up and <aid T didn’t want any Christ-
mas at all. "But suddenly Uncle Pat ran in, waving
two big stockings and calling, “Elizabeth, Marian!
Japan 15 a2 wonderful country! Oki-San took vour
orders and filled them in the night!”  And as we
inmped out of bed screaming, I knew it wasn't Oki-San
T had seen in my sleep.-but mother in a blue dress;
for she had come in the night. and father. too. Inoking
brown and well. and with Rolly hugging him: and

Manny and T hadn't been in her arms a minute befors
it was really Christmas, <
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Sometimes.

John Jones was aye a model lad
The days hie went to school;
Jim Smith was geocerally bad

And acted like a fool.

Folks said that little Johnny Jones
Would be a persen great,

While Jim, they caid in minor tones,
Would have a sorry fate.

Seo good and true a boy was John—
What harm could come to hima
But all would gravely comment on

The future life of Jim.

Jones is an honored man to-day,
Beloved, wealthy. bright.
Smith is in jail—What's that>—Oh, &
Sometimes the folks are right.
Franxuiy P. A ams
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Don’t be afraid of soap. At first you will fill his
eves with' scapsuds, but with practice ‘'vou will get so
that some of the suds will be distributed elscwhere.

Now, rinse and dry with a coarse towel, cover with -
face powder, and, rolling him up in blankets, set in
oven to dry for half an hour. A slow oven is best
For the first two or three times, it is best to give
the baby his bath while his mother, the trained nurse
and the neighbors are out and you have tipped off
the chief of police beforehand. Toxm Massox,
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Fm a Sunshine Gne.

B\'-Con A. Marson Dorson.

When things go criss-cross, mama saysi
*A stranger girl has come:

I do not like her manners, and
I wish she'd stay at home.

“ think her mama bught to make
Her lic all day in bed.

And not come frowning here—
I want a sunshine girl instead.”

And then it somehow scems, right off,
The criss-cross things arc'gone. - .

There's no bad girl—there's only me—

* And'Pm a sunshioe one! %

Down fhc pah and p e .
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